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| DECEMBEI 


FEATURING 


THE OLD WITCH 


THE VAULT-KEEPER 


THE CRYPT-KEEPER 




SO WHAT? SO you, TOO, CAN JOIN THE • ™ E 

E.C. FAN-ADDICT CLUB* |E 


m 


FOR AN INDIVIDUAL MEMBERSHIP, FILL OUT 

IF FIVE OR MORE OF YOU 
CHAP 
I'S NAME AND 


i, ALONG WITH 
25j5 FOR EACH NAME, AND INDICATE THE NAME 
OF THE ELECTED CHAPTER. PRESIDENT. WE 
WILL NOTIFY EACH PRESIDENT OF HIS CHAPTER 
MEMBER, CHAPTER OR 


LAFAYETTE STREET 
12, N.y. 

SO, ALL RIGHT/ SO HERE'! 
S. SO MAKE ME A MEMBE 
D SEND ME THE THINGS ANC 
IAT THE KID UP THERE GOT. 


,S T oT ' 





HEE.HEE f GREETINGS, MY FINE FETTERED FIENDS, time FOR another FOUL FEAST in THE HAUNT 
OF FEAR. THIS IS YOUR SHRIEK- CHEF, your DELIRIUM- DIETICIAN, THE OLD WITCH, READY WITH MY 
BUBBLING CAULDRON FILLED WITH MY LATEST REEKING RECIPE. SO RELAX ON THAT MARBLE SETTEE 
THERE AND I'LL BEGIN MY MUCK- MAG BY FEEDING YOU THE TASTY TALE OF TERROR I CALL... 


Jason logan sat with his head in his hands in 

THE LUXURIOUS LIVING ROOM OF HIS COUNTRY HOME 
BEFORE HIS GRIM-FACED WIFE, ENID. ALL ABOUT 
HIM WERE THE EXPENSIVE MEMENTOES OF A MODE 
OF LIFE NOW LOST TO HIM.. .RICH SOUVENIRS Of A 
PERIOD OF SUCCESS AND LAVISH LIVING NOW NO 
LONGER POSSIBLE. JASON LOGAN WAS BANKRUPT. 
HIS PERSONAL FORTUNE WAS GONE. HIS CREDITORS 
WAITED, WITH PALMS OUTSTRETCHED, FOR MONIES 
JASON OWED THEM, HIS SAVINGS HAD DROPPED, AND 
THERE REMAINED ONLY OGLING ZEROS IN CANCELLED 
BANKBOOKS TO REMIND HIM OF HIS ONCE FABULOUS 
FINANCIAL STRENGTH. . . 

I... I COULD BORROW ON )THERE MUST BE 
MY INSURANCE POL IC/ES, ) SOMETHING ELSE 
ENID. .. BUT I'D HARDLY ) WE CAN DO, JASON. . ‘ 
GET ENOUGH TO PAY £_ THERE MUST . . 

MY DEBTS. 



Enid logan looked around at the 

PRECIOUS REMEMBRANCES SUR- 
ROUNDING HER. . . v 

\NO. enid. NOT 
/OUR MEMORIES. 
AT LEAST LET'S 
HOLD ON TO 4 
THE REMINDERS ] 
OF THE HAPPY J 
TIMES WE'VE 
HAD TOGETHER. M 


Enid smiled wistfully, running 

HER NERVOUS FINGERS OVER THE 
CARVED IVORY CIGARETTE BOX 
THEY'D BOUGHT IN ALGIERS, THE 
QUARTZ ASH TRAY THEY'D FOUND 
IN CAIRO, THE SILVER URN THEY'D 
PURCHASED IN DAMASCUS.. . 


Enid picked up the strange little 

JADE STATUETTE THEY'D FOUND IN 
THAT MYSTERIOUS LITTLE SHOP 
ALMOST HIDDEN IN ONE OF THOSE 
WINOING HONG KONG STREETS. . . 


WE COULD SELL 
ALL OF THESE 
SOUVENIRS, 
JASON. SOME 
OF THEM ARE . 

very VALU- 
ABLE/ 


REMEMBER THIS, J YES. YES. 'I 
JASON? OUR CHINA K W HAT DID ^ 
TRIP? REMEMBER THEy HE SAY ABOUT 
WE/RD OLD < THAT STATUETTE? 

ORIENTAL SHOP ) "use it ...USE j 
7 KEEPER Z ..JIT WISELY /" < 


''wE ..WE HAVE HAD 7 THE INSUR- ' 
HAPPY TIMES y ANCE LOAN 
TOGETHER, JASON. ) WILL TIDE US 
I'LL ALWAYS “S. OVER FOR A 
REMEMBER T H EM. y WHILE, ENID.> 


Enid's eyes were moist with recollections as 

SHETURNEO THE JADE STATUETTE OVER AND OVER 
IN HER WHITE HANDS, STUDYING IT. 
WM^t^USETT W/SELY? r 
WBML X WONDER WHAT THE 
OLD GENT MEANT 
r V BY THAT, ENID.,—*'' 


Jason stood up, standing beside enid 


WRITING ff J HERE. . . IN THE BASE. 


, SEE? 1 

IT SAYS.. . ER. . '.'THREE WISHES 1 
7 GIVE, and NO MORE.. . to EACH 
OWNER OF ME, SO KEEP SCORE. Y 
EACH WISH WILL COME TRUE, SO 
TAKE CARE what you DO. . I.. 
x can't make OUT the REST. . . 

SOMETHING ABOUT... "DEPLORE" 


Y JASON, DID YOU 
EVER NOTICE THE 
WRITING ETCHED 
INTO THE BASE OF 
THIS STATUE? 


T he JADE STATUE IN EN ID'S HAND GLISTENE D. 

JjASON/^s t"says it ^/don ‘tbT S/L Ly/e 
GIVES THREE WISHES. J that's STORY-BC 
* DO you think that's J NONSENSE. REM1 
.WHAT THE OLD SHOP < ME OF A YARN 7 C 
' KEEPER MEANT BY } READf WHAT WAS 
J USE IT W/SFLY f" 


WHAT WAS THAT STORY? 
*T HE MONKEY'S... "THAT'S 
IT/ "THE MONKEY'S 

r paw"/ 


'but WHAt IF IT WERE 
TRUE, JASON? WE. ..WE 
COULD WISH FOR * 

MONEY, and you'd be 
. able to get OUT of 
your DIFFICULTIES. 



Enid held the glittering jade statuette up, 

ST ARING AT J T^ ~-s. > — — L ^ 

'^Tw/SH.^TmSH FOR MONEY... y THE MONKEY'S * 
. LOTS OF M ONEY. THAT'S PAW"f MY GODf 
Wm WHAT I W I SH . >]/r— qtfTin DON'T, ENID... f 


Enid felt an almost imperceptable tremor vibrate 

THROUGH THE STATUETTE IN HER HANDS. SHE LOOKED AT 
JASON... /■■■■■■ * / 


f N-NOTH/NQ, enid. I... I just 
THOUGHT ABOUT THAT STORY > 
I READ LOfJG AGO. IT-. IT ) 
DOESN'T MATTER, ANYWAY. S~ 


TOO LATE, JASON ! 
iVe WISHED. 1 ' 
what’s WRONG f 


There was a moment of silence 

IN THE LOGAN LIVING ROOM. THEN, 
SUDDENLY, THE PHONE BEGAN TO 

RING... ^ • v _ > 

WHO /S 
/r, JASON? 


SOMETHING A B OU t\XT HE RE f YOuN 
MONEY... A WAY / SEE f? my 1 

OUT. W/SH IS COMING 

TRUE. 


THAT WAS HART) / 
SHINER... MY aU* 
LAWYER. HE WANTS } 
ME TO RUSH INTO 
TOWN... RIGHT AWAY. 
IT’S IMPORTANT.' 


HELLO. OH, HELLO, ^ 
BART. YES. YES. I'LL 
BE R/GHT DOWN / 



j S IT WAS JUST A STORY. 

MSI 




V 





Jason paused at the front door and kissed his 

WIFE TENDERLY. THEN HE SLID BEHIND THE WHEEL OF 
HIS CONVERTIBLE AND ROARED OFF... 


Enid watched until her husband's car swung out 

THE DRIVE AND DISAPPEARED DOWN THE PRIVATE ROAD. 
THEN SHE WENT BACK INTO THE HOUSE AND STOOD TOR 
A MOMENT, ^TARING AT THE STRANGE LITTLE JADE 



Bart shiner shook his head, they'd called 
HIM, AND he’d RUSHED OUT TO THE FATAL TURN 
IN THE HIGHWAY WHERE JASON'S CAR HAD PLUNGED, 
OUT OF CONTROL, INTO THE DEEP GORGE HE 
STOOD BESIDE THE TWISTED SHATTERED MASS OF 
STEEL AND RUBBER AND GLASS AND SHOOK HIS 





LET ME GO. LET Y I WOULDN'T, 
ME GO. I MUST / MRS. LOGAN. 
r SEE HIM. yiT.IT WAS 

pretty j 
messy, x j 


JASON IS 

DEAD ? 


'have LOST CONTROL , 
OF THE CAR. . .SKID- 
DED OFF THE ROAD. 


fwHAT IS IT, ) I... I WISHED FOR MONEY... LOTS 
I MRS. LOGAN? )oF MONEY. THIS IS HOW X GOT 
^ ^ IT.B'f JASON DY/NG AND I GETTING \ 

HIS INSURANCE / OH, GOD, . SOB.. 
SOB.. 


Mr. SHINER BROKE THE NEWS AS 
GENTLY AS HE COULD TO ENID. FOR 
A LONG MOMENT SHE JUST STOOD 
THERE . . . ST UNNED . . . 
'^DEAD/?y^n~WAS an ~ ACCIDENT, 

. MRS. LOGAN. HE MUST 


Enid started for the door mr 

SHINER HELD HER ARM. . . 


After a while mr. shiner told 

ENID. . 


THIS MAKES YOU A RICH 
WOMAN, MRS. LOGAN. THE 
ONE THING YOUR HUSBAND 

HELD ON TO till the 
LAST WAS HIS INSURANCE. 
AND AN ACCIDENT MEANS 
DOUBLE INDEMNITY / A 


you WISHED 
FOR MONEY?/ 
BUT SURELY 
THIS IS A 

COINCIDENCE. 


it's NO COINCIDENCE / this 
JADE STATUETTE GAVE US THREE 
WISHES. X USED the FIRST 
ONE WISHING FOR MONEY. NOW 
i'm GOING TO WISH FOR JASON 4 
BACK / I don't WANT the 





) THE MONKEY'S 
PAW"? THAT'S 
a HOP RO R S 
STORY, ISN'T ) 


Enid logan lifted the jade 

STATUETTE SO THAT IT GLEAMED IN 
THE LIGHT... , 


in “THE MONKEYS PAWyf^^-Y^FATHER £jhen I WON'T MAKE 
THE MOTHER WISHES THAT / HAPPENS?) USES THE THIRD) THE/R M/STAKE, / 

MR. SHINER. Z*LL \ 


W/SH to SA YE 
THE MOTHER FROM ) WISH FOR JASON 
THE GORY SIGHT /SACK AS HE WAS 
BY WISHING HIS) BEFORE THE 
SON BACK ACCIDENT 1 

INTO THE ) 

.grave. J\ 


SHE HAD HER SON BACK... \ 
AND HE ALMOST DOES 
COME BACK... IN THE CONDI- 
TION OF HIS DEATH... 

, MANGLED... TORN... JM 
MU TIL A TED.. . &&& 


I... I WISH THAT I HAD JASON BACK • 

as HE was IMMEDIATELY BEFORE 
'-r THE ACCIDENT... w 


The GRIM-FACED MEN MOVED INTO THE HOUSE 
CARRYING THE DARK SOMBRE_COFFIN^^_^ 

TjasonF^^mhs TXagiu.TpLEASE. . 


(MRS. LOGAN ORDERED THE 
BODY BACK HERE, SO WE 
-KX BROUGHT i t, J&gdi 


'GOOD LORD.' what 

DO YOU THINK YOU'RE 
a DO/NG... ? 


THE THICK SILENCE WAS SUDDENLY SHATTERED BY A 
HEAVY HAMMERING ON THE LOGAN FRONT DOOR. MR. 
SHIVER OPENED IT... 


Enid picked up the jade statuette. 

SHE HELD IT UP. 


I DONT KNOW' l OF COURSE. THAT S 
JASON MENTIONED) THE STORY BY , 
IT, BEFORE HE... < W. W. JACOBS... 

fTTSSto ''OF AN OLD COU- 

T RLE that get a 
l MONKEY'S PAW which 
GIVES THEM THREE 


I WISH... I WISH 
ER... MR. SHINER f 
DID YOU EVER 
HEAR OF "THE v 
MONKEY'S fl 
PAW" ? 


SO THEY WISH FOR MONEY, i 
their SON IS K/LLED... \ 
HORRIBLY... IN A MACHINE... 1 
MANGLED, AND... AND... OH, A 
LORD' DON’T WISH FOR 
JASON BACK, MRS. 
LOGAN. 




Enidjjusheo to the coffin. 


HEART ATTACK f 
^ OH ...NOT . J 

%r NOf MM 


r MR. LOGAH DIED OF A 
HEART ATTACK... at 

THE WHEEL. HIS CAR 
JUST STOPPED. WHAT 
ARE YOU TALKING 2 
ABOUT . . MANGLED ? 


'S MATTER, 
BUB? DON'T 
\ YOU FEEL 
>\ WELL ? y 


MRS. LOGAN, DON'T \ I 
LOOK AT HIM' HIS 41* 
I BODY WAS MANGLED ^ 
I BEYOND RECOGNiT/ON 
WHEN HE WAS KILLED 


^QUICKLY / 
OH, JASON... 
JASON... IN 
‘A MOMENT. 


Enid flung open the coffin, shrieking 


The undertaker's assistants who had brought the body 

MOVED OFF SHAKING THEIR HEADS AS ENID SOBBED BESIDE 
THE OPEN CASKET- . ^ 

W^POOR^ALf SHE'S 
?U L. OUT OF HER H FAD 
'am Mxr FROM 6RIEFT A 


z' AND THAT GUY IN THERE 
f ISN'T HELPIN’ ANY - 
TALKIN' ABOUT MANGLED ■ 
tor- BODIES... 


GO AWAYf I want 
TO BE ALONE WITH ’ 
\HiM. PLEASE. .!% 


ALL RIGHT, 
MRS. LOGAN. 

BUT I'LL " 
r BE BACK... 


Enid knelt beside the o )ffin. 
^only" one!uore1yish71[en/ 

> ONLY ONE. I MUSTN'T 
WASTE IT. I MUST BE £ 1 

CAREFUL f ; 


GO AWAY /GO AWAY JENID, X. 

and leave me y^\r 

r ALONE, r. 






mtIMix 




As SOON AS MR SHINER HAD LEFT, 
ENID RUSHED TO THE STRANGE LITTLE 
JADE STATUETTE. SHE PICKED IT UP 




Enid looked down, ja 
EYES FLUTTERED OPEN. 


YES, DARLING 
IT'S ENID... 


JASON? CAN 
YOU HEAR me: 


Mr. shiner stooo at the turn in the road 
beside the deep gorge, looking down at where 




Jason writhed in the coffin, shrieking in pain. 


OH.UORDT ENID” EN/Df you wished 
ME ALIVE. YOU SHOULDN'T HAVE f 
WHY DIDN'T YOU LEAVE WELL J 
ENOUGH ALONE ? OH, LORO., jgfr 
THE RAIN'' 1 

T,*, 


WHAT /S 
IT, JASON * 
WHAT'S A 
WRONG ? A 



LOGAN SCREAMED 


EN/Df ENID... MY GOD.. 
9 WHAT DID YOU DO? 


aJASON ... WHAT 
IS IT? jm[ 


' rou WISHED ME ALIVE. ..AND I 
AM 4LIVE ...ONLY I'VE BEEN 
EMBALMED ALREADY f I HAVE NO 
y BLOOD f MY VEINS AND ARTERIES 4 
ARE FILLED WITH FORMALDEHYDE fl 




DO SOMETHING, ENID', 


DO SOMETHING. 


HEE.HEE? ANYBODY INTERESTEDIN*' 
BUYING A SECOND HAND JADE 1 
STATUETTE... CHEAP? MAYBE YOU 
CAN USE IT WISELY. THINE A < 
MOMENT. WHAT WOULD YOU WISH , 
FOR? NOW THINK AGAIN. WHAT 1 
DEVILISH'WAY COULD YOUR WISH *" 
,COME TRUE? STILL WANT IT? WELL 
kiT*S FOR SALE. THERE'S M/TTLE 
[ SHOP IN HONG KONG WITH A WEIRD 
’ OLD ORIENTAL PROPRIETOR. OROPIN, 
JL — SOMETIME. 


TELL 4 
'IM I SENT YOU / 
SHOW ‘IM YOUR ' 
E.C. FAN-ADDICT 
•> CLUB PIN. J 
f HE’LL GIVE YOU f 
m a REAL } 
If GOOD-BYE ' } 


And MR. SHINER... AND THE OTHERS. ..THE MEN IN THE WHITE COATS THAT 
CAME TO TAKE ENID AWAY ...NEVER NOTICED THE T/NY SEVERED < 
SECTIONS PULSATING... .. _w 


Jason’s hysterical shrieks op Enid scurried out op the living 

PAIN ECHOED THROUGH THE LOGAN ROOM SOBBING. SHE FUMBLED AT 


CONTINUED TO SCREAM, EVEN 
HIS HEAVING CHEST HAD BEEN 


tNIO STUMBLED INTO THE KITCHEN, LOOKING 
AROUND WILDLY. THE KNIFE-RACK CAUGHT HER EYE. 
SHE HESITATED... BUT AS JASON'S PAINFUL CRIES 


Jason lived, as enid wildly cut and hacked and sawed, 

HE LIVED. ..SCREAMING AT HER. .. BEGGING ... PLEADING... 


And even when jason could no longer make a souno...when enid's 

FRANTIC HACKING HAD REDUCED HIM TO A MILLION SEVERED SECTIONS, 
EACH SECTION STILL MOVED AND JERKED AND QUIVERED WITH LIFE. MR. 
SHINER FOUND HER THAT WA£ WH EN HE RETURNED. ..CUTTING... CUTTING... J 

CUTTING... — 

— ^ GOOD LORD' 

CHOKE... 





HOWDY, DOC. CARE 
FOR A GAME? _ 


/heh.heh. welcome to THE VAULT OF HORROR, h idiots, this IS YOUR HOST IN HORRENDOUS HAPPEN- 
1 /NOS, THE VAULT-KEEPER, R EADY TO READ another REVOLT/NG REVELAT/ON FROM MY CREEPY COLLEC- 
T/ON. so settle down on that PARK BENCH there, and i'll begin. TH/S story is told by one MARTIN 
'DOC' WHEEMS, a resident of plainville. he calls it... 


Suddenly, the gaiety and the air of festivity that 

HAS COVERED MY TOWN LIKE CONFETTI AND TINSEL AND 
PINK AND GREEN STREAMERS IS GONE, AND WE ALL 
STAND ABOUT IN A HUSHED TERRIFIED SILENCE, STARING 
DOWN AT THE LIFELESS BODY LYING IN THE GUTTER... 
THE BODY OF ZEB TAYLOR. I LOOK AT MY TOWNSFOLK- 
AT MAYOR CORNWALL, AND THE OTHER MEMBERS OF 
THE CHAMBER OF COMM E RCE. . . AT THE MERCHANTS, 
AND THE BUSINESSMEN... AND I WONDER IF MY FACE IS 
AS ASHEN AND PAINTED WITH HORROR AS THEIRS ARE. 

HOARSEL Y I WHISPER... 

THAT... THAT WAS SOMETHING X NEVER 
T FIGURED ON. THAT WAS SOMETHING I NEVER 
\EXPECTED. I'll NEVER FORG/VE MYSELF FOR 

Ilett/ng him come here today. . . 


I LOOK DOWN AT ZEB. .. LOVABLE, BRILLIANT, OLD ZEB... 
LYING DEAD AT MY FEET. POOR OLD ZEB. ALL HE EVER 
WANTED TO DO WAS SIT ON HIS FAVORITE BENCH IN THE 
TOWN PARK IN his old STOVEPIPE HAT and HIS THREAD- 
BARE COAT, WITH HIS CHESSBOARD BESIDE HIM, SET 
AND READX WAITING FOR SOMEONE TO COME ALONG. 
THAT'S THE WAY I'LL ALWAYS REMEMBER HIM... 


[T 





Zeb would always grin up at me from under 

HIS BATTERED HIGH HAT AND WINK ... 


YOU KNOW 
WHY, DOC^f 


YEP, ZEB , X GUESS I DO. 
WELL, I GOT TO BE 
jGETT/N' ALONG. SEE you.. 


But we'll never forget the day eban morgsky [Oh, what a chess game THAT was' it lasted almost 


CAME TO OUR SLEEPY LITTLE VILLAGE. EBAN 
MORGSKY WAS THE NUMBER TWO SEEDED CHESS 
PLAYER IN THE COUNTRY. HE'D HEARD ABOUT 
ZEB TAYLOR AND CAME TWO THOUSAND MILES 


I TWO WHOLE DAYS. NATURALLY, WE ALL ROOTED FOR ZEB. 
BUT HE DIDN'T NEED OUR SUPPORT. HE OUT-MANEUVERED 

1 MOR GSKY ALL THE WAY... WON, HANDS DOWN- 

. TAYLOR. ALL I CAN SAY IS YOU ARE^ THANK YOU^ 


PROBABLY THE BEST CHESSPLAYER II' . I K/NDLY, 
THE WHOLE WORLD. I BOW TO YOUR ‘jjtJl MR. MORGSKY 


DOC'. THAT'S WHAT ZEB ALWAYS 
CALLED ME. NOT THAT X AM A 
DOCTOR. MY RATHER, MM HE REST 
IN PEACE, WAS THE DOCTOR . BUT 
ZEB CALLED ME 'DOC '...IN HONOR i 
OF MY DAD. PERHAPS... 

* "S. J' ~ 

ALL RIGHT, ZEB .'y CHESS IS NO 
I’LL TRY MY I GAME OR LUCK, 
LUCK TODAY. / DOC f IT’S 

BRA IN WORK... ALL 
BRA IN WORK R 


Everybody in town LOVED zeb. he was like a fixture. 
A TRADITION. HARDLY ANYONE ALIVE REMEMBERS THE DAYS 
BEFORE ZEB STARTED COMING DOWN TO HIS PARK BENCH WITH 
HIS CHESS SET, AND SITTING THERE IN HIS STOVEPIPE HAT AND 


Yes, that’s all that zeb taylor' 

WANTED OUT OF LIFE... JUST TO SIT 
WITH HIS TOWNSFOLK. ..THE PEOPLE 
HE LOVED... AND PLAY CHESS WITH 
THEM. THAT’S HOW ZEB EARNED 


[ Zeb was the BEST chess player 1 

I'D EVER SEEN. NO ONE IN TOWN 
COULD BEAT HIM. BUT WE'D PLAY 
HIM ANYWAY. AND WE’D BET... A 
DIME... A DOLLAR. ..WHATEVER WE 
AFFORD. THOSE DIMES AND 
THAT ZEB INVARIABLY WON 


/ESS PLAYER 
THE COUNTRY f 



I REMEMBER HOW MAYOR CORNWALL STEPPED UP TO 
M R. MO RGSKY AND INTRODUCED HIMSELF. 

/ YOU ARE TO BE CONGRATULATED, 

MAYOR. IF MR. TAYLOR, HERE, EVER 
PLAYED THE INTERNATIONAL 
CHESS CHAMPION, he would f 
NO DOUBT WIN and brin g FAME 7 
TO YOUR FINE CITY. 


WHAT ABOUT N 
IT, ZEB? FOR i 
PLAIN V/LLE.'jl 


/NO, THANK 
YOU, MAYOR. 
I'm not 
LEAVING 
PLAINVILLE.I 
dIKE IT HERE. 


ABSOLUTELY, \ 

MAYOR CORNWALL. ' 
YOU SHOULD TRY TO 
CONVINCE HIM TO 
ENTER THE 
INTERNATIONAL 
TOURNAMENTS 
in SAN FRANCISCO 
t NEXT MONTH, 


' THAT SO, 
MR. MORGSKY? 


TOO BAD YOU FEEL THAT A 
I WAY, MR. TAYLOR. YOU / 

WOULD PLAY SOME OF l 
' the WORL D ‘S BEST ) 

, CHESS PL AYERS A 
I BEFORE HUNDREDS % 
AND HUNDREDS OF A 

Chess enthusiasts. 

AND YOU'D WIN, I'M SURa 
v of it. m 


I'M SORRY, J PERHAPS... 
MAYOR. HERE IF I WERE 
I AM... AND TO SPEAK 
\ HERE I'LL to some 
LSW .^people... 


Morgsky 


ZeB STOOD UP, ANGRILY... 

t no/ i won't do X^YJebTTzeb^ 

I WON'T ENTER ANY jAfp ™ INK 
TOURNAMENT. .. f / /OF what 
HERE OR ANY- J [ ( THIS 
W HE RE -Mtt I C0ULt> 


I TH/NK IT COULD BE/ ' 
ARRANGED . IF I TOLD 
j THE MEMBERS OF THE ( 
TOURNAMENT COM- \ 
. MIT TEE ABOUT MR. 
TAYLOR, I'M SURE J 
THEY WOULD CONSIDER 
^HOLDING ITHERE^Vfcfi 


DROPPED THE BOMBSHELL 
INTO THE MAYOR'S LAP... 


/ HERE MR.N 

}' MORGSKY? \ 
YOU WOULD 
HOLD THE I 
TOURNAMENT \ 
HERE.JN 
PL A IN VILLEN 


...PERHAPS, WE COULD' 
HOLD THE TOURNA- 
MENT HERE. I 
CANNOT SEE SUCH 
SUPERIOR TALENT) 
. WASTED. 




I SHR UGGE D MY SHOULDERS... - , _ 

itL-SEE WHAT iTmrTmORGSKY. YOu7 GOOD. GOOD. SUCH 
CAN DO. r' SPEAK TO YOUR ) BRAINPOWER 
GENTLEMEN. / COMMITTEE. WE'LL DESERVES RECOG- 
CARE OF ZED. / N/TION. HE IS 

TRULY A GENIUS... 

# t A remarkable 

mJLr — -- gen/ us. . 


And so, the 'BOYCOTT' of zeb taylor started, no one 
I WOULD SPEAK TO HIM. HE SAT FOR DAYS ON HIS PARK BENCH 
BESIDE HIS CHESS SET WITHOUT PLAYING A SINGLE GAME- 


The mayor stood up.. 


- _ ■ GENTLEMEN. I have an ] 

r ~/DEA. we DO NOT wire morgsky. let HIM GO 
AHEAD WITH HIS PLANS. I THINK THAT A BOYCOTT , 
OF MR. TAYLOR BY EVERYONE IN TOWN WILL SOON j 
IN FACT... JUST ABOUT !N^/\ 


HOWDY, CLEM f CARE FOR A. 


BRING HIM AROUND. 

TIME for the TOURNAMENTS. 

~ 


Zeb picked up his chess men, popped 
them into a box, and folded his 


YOU REPAY us, ZEB 
TAYLOR ? WE'VE BEEN 

GOOD TO YOUf we've 

SAT WITH YOU AND 
PLAYED CHESS with 
YOU AND LOST GOOD 
MONEY TO YOU, EVEN 
WE KNEW WE'D LOSE 


I REMEMBER HOW EVERYBODY 
STARED AFTER ZEB AS HE STRODE 


That night, i reported to the members of the cham- 

BER OF COMMERCE- 


I'M SORRY TO REPORT, GENTLEMEN, \ WHY, THE OLD 
that zeb" TAYL dR STILL REFUSES UNGRATEFUL... \ 
to PARTICIPATE IN ANY TOUR- ) THEN we'll have to] 
NAMENT. he does not want [ CANCEL our plans/ 
FAME OR PUBLICITY. I CANT A and W/RE F 
do ANYTHING WITH HIM. , A MORGSKY P-, 





I WAS THE ONLY ONE WHO WOULD TALK TO ZEB. 


^YOU KNOW I CAN'T 
STAND ANY PUBLICITY, 
DOC. 


J l KNOW, ZEB. BUT I DON’T SEE 
\ WHY YOU CAN'T ENTER THE 
TOURNAMENT, ESPECIALLY IF 
THEY HOLD IT HERE IN PLAIN~ 

. Y/LLE.. A 


THEY'RE PRETTY SORE 


THEY'RE THINKIN' 
ABOUT THEIR 
POCKETBOOKS, 
ZEB. 


AT ME, AREN'T THEY, DOC! 


I REPORTED TO THE-CHAMBER OF 


'BUT~THEY n LL PROBABLY HOLDTl T LL 
IT IN THE TOWN HALL SO J FIX 
THEY COULD CHARGE ADM/S- J IT.ZEB 
SION... AND THAT MEANS rrFLSWEA 
BEING INDOORS, mo YOU 7 IT. X'Ll 
KNOW I CAN'T GO y \F/X IT? 
INDOORS WITHOUT... A ^ 


i WELL, IF YOU CAN 
FIX IT, X'LL AGREE 
ft TO ENTER THE / 

V tournamentJ 


COMMERCE. 


ZEB WILL AGREE TO ▼ BUT HOW' 
ENTER THE TOURNA- J COULD WE 
MENTON ONE CONDI- j CHARGE 
T/ON. . THAT HE PLAYS ADMISSION 
HIS OPPONENTS ON HIS l IF ITS OUT- 
USUAL BENCH IN &Xp°ORSJs 
k THE PARK . . 


YOU FIGURE^ IT y WE'LL ROPE/ 
1 OUT, MAYOR. ( OFF THE PARK / 
THAT'S JEB'S j AND ERECT A V 
CONDITION y GRANDSTAND 

AROUND THE BENCH. 


AND PRAY] 
it DOESN'T 

RAIN. J 


I WENT BACK TO JEB AND TOLCTHIM THE NEWS. 


7 I'VE FIXED IT, JEB. YOU'LL PLAY ON /'ALL RIGHT, DOC. 
YOUR U.SUAL BENCH IN THE PARK... y-W BUT, I'LL BE PRE-' 
v — -—^OUTDOORS^^^^ PA RED . . JUST 

jin case, i'll never 

/ { BE ABLE TO FACE THEM, 



[The town was jammed, everybody 

APPLAUDED ZEB AS HE CLIMBED ONTO 
THE HASTILY ERECTED PLATFORM... 


ThEOPENING DAY OF THE INTER- 
NATIONAL CHESS TOURNAMENTS 
DAWNED BRIGHT AND CLEAR. ALL 
WEEK LONG, PEOPLE HAD BEEN 
STREAMING INTO PLAINVILLE, AND 
THE CASH REGISTERS HAD BEEN 
CLANGING AVMftY. NOW, THE OFFICIAL 
OAY'D ARRIVED. X DROVE OUT TO 


I'M STILL 
WORRIED. 


WHAT COULD GO WRONG,' 
ZEB? IT'S JUST LIKE ITS 
ALWAYS BEEN. YOU'LL ' 

BE OUTDOORS. YOU CAN 
.WEAR YOUR OLD HIGH HAT.. 


AND HERE HE IS, \ 
FOLKS. ZEB TAYLOR. 
PLAINVILLE'S MENTAL 
^WONDER. njgEfc' 


START THE 
PARADE' 


EVERYBODY'S 
WAITING FOR 
YOU, ZEB. LET’S 
— . 60 . 


I'M WORRIED, 
DOC. SOMETHING'S 
BOUND TO GO , 

'~~'\WRONG te / 


TrEMEMBER HOW THE CHILL CURLEDUpImy 
BACK AS, BEYOND THE SQUARE, A BAND STRUCK 
UP A BRASSY MARCH AND THE CROWD CLEARED 
APATH... J 


...AND THEN, THE FLAG COMING DOWN THE STREET, COMING BY 
THE PLATFORM, AND EVERYBODY TAKING OFF THEIR HATS AND 
PUTTING THEM OVER THEIR HEARTS, AND ZEB STANDING THERE... 
CONFUSED, FRIGHTENED- 


OOC... DOG... A 

PARADE f 


I KNOW, ZEB . I KNOW. 

: DIDN'T FIGURE ON 

a= ~^ > TH IS... J 


TAKE OFF 
YOUR HAT.' 


V HEY, ZEB' IT'S THE 
\A4IER/GAN FLAG.' 


~L/aND THE TWO SHOTS THAT RANG OUT...] 


I REMEMBER ZEB LIFTING HIS HAND LX 
TO HIS OLD STOVEPIPE HAT, WHILE 
HE LOOKED AT ME WITH THAT HELP- 1 
LESS, RESIGNED EXPRESSION ... \ 


I... AND THE CROWD STARING AT HIM 
IN HORROR AND DISGUST AND REVUL- 
ISION AS HE REMOVED IT... 


XTTTTuygod7 


CHOKE ' 


GOOD LORD ' 


So NOW I STAND WITH THE REST 
OF MY TOWNSFOLK, STARING DOWN 
AT ZEB TAYLOR'S DEAD BODY. AND 
I SAY 


'Back before the turn of the 

CENTURY, ZEB TAYLOR’S MOTHER 
GAVE BIRTH TO TWINS. MY FATHER 
WAS THE ATTENDING PHYSICIAN . ‘ 


YES. ZEB TAYLOR WAS ONE OF A 
PAIR OF SIAMESE TWINS JOINED 
TOGETHER AT THE TOPS OF 
THEIR HEADS...' 



THAT'S why ZEB ALWAYS WORE A HIGH HAT... to 
COVER HIS OTHER HEAD, and THAT'S WHY HE was 
such A MENTAL MARVEL. HE HAD TWO BRAINS. 
BUT HE COULD NEVER FACE YOU ALL, KNOWING 1 
KNEW his SECRET SO he SHOT HIMSELF. . 



pHEH, HEHf GET IT, KIDDIES? THAT’S WhTI 
THERE WERE TWO SHOTS' IN ORDER 1 
TO COMMIT SUICIDE, ZEB HAD TO BLOW 
BOTH HIS BRAINS OUTf WELL, THAT’S 
'DOC’S' STORY. AND IS HE GLAD HE GOT 
IT OFF HIS CHESS. OF COURSE HE STILL 
CAN’T SLEEP AT KNIGHT. HE KEEPS 
ROOKING AT ZEB, LYING IN THE GUTTER, 
WITH THE TWO NEAT, QUEEN HOLES IN 
HIS HEADS f OH, MY \-KING BACK^ WHAT 
AWFUL PAWNS' I'D BETTER TURN YOU 
BACK TO THE 
OLD WITCH AS 
THE BEBOPPER 
SAID WHEN HE SAW 
THE NEW YORK 
SKYLINE. \ DIG 
that CRA-A-A-ZY 




WE AT E.C. ARE PROUDEST 
Of OUR SCIENCE ■ FICTION 
MAGAZINES! LOOK FOR... 



LOOK FOR 
THESE SEALS 
U1HEI1 VOUBUV! 

THEY ARE YOUR ASSURANCE OF TOP 
ENTERTAINMENT. ..FOUND ONLY ON 
THE FOLLOWING E.C. MAGAZINES: 

TALES FRQM THE CRYPT 
HAUNT OF FEAR - VAULT OF HORROR 
SHOCK SUSPENSTORIES 
CRIME SUSPENSTORIES 
TWO-FISTED TALES - FRONTLINE COMBAT 
MAD 

WEIRD SCIENCE - WEIRD FANTASY 
AND THE 25C ANNUAL ANTHOLOGIES: 
WEIRD SCIENCE-FANTASY 
TWO-FISTED ANNUAL • TALES OF TERROR 



Bending over the simmering vat of 
molten lead, Moonshine Edwards felt 
the sweat spilling down the small of 
his back. The crude bullets he was 
making were white-hot; the fire roar- 
ing under the pot in which the liquid 
metal bubbled and boiled cast gro- 
tesque lights across Moonshine's 
craggy face. In just a few more mo- 
ments the bullets would be shaped 
and ready to cool. Then let the Rev- 
enue Agents try to raid his mountain 
Still, Moonshine thought with a grin. 
They'd get themselves a bellyful of 
hot lead for their trouble! 

A half-dozen sizzling slugs already 
reposed on the rock beside the old 
hunting gun: 6 more bullets dipped 
out of the vat and Moonshine would 
be ready to repulse the impending 
siege. It was like the old days his paw 
used to talk about . . . the days when 
a self-respecting mountain man 
shrugged off these raids like rain- 
water. His face flushed from the fiery 
vat, Moonshine chuckled aloud, his 
tongue stabbing at a rivulet of per- 
spiration streaming over his taut, hot 
skin. His paw certainly knew how to 
deal with revenuers when they tried 
to demolish the family Still! Lordy, 
Moonshine guffawed, how the of 
man loved to slaughter them guv'- 
ment agents I 

Moonshine leaned forward and 
carefully lifted 2 sizzling slugs from 
the vat, dropping them into place on 
the cooling rock. Like that time, 



Moonshine thought, when paw am- 
bushed 4 guv'ment men who came up 
the hill armed to the teeth! With just 4 
home-made slugs, made in this same 
pot, paw had wiped out the interlop- 
ers! Moonshine grinned as he remem- 
bered watching the corpses plunging 
headlong down the scrubby moun- 
tainside. 

He felt cramped, crouched as he 
was over the bubbling pot. Moon- 
shine straightened up to ease the 
crick in his back and, somehow, he 
lost his footing. Falling backwards, 
Moonshine instinctively reached for- 
ward to regain his balance; in the 
next instant an unearthly yowl of 
pain split the air. Moonshine's right 
hand, which he stared at in frightened 
amazement, was already swollen 
monstrously and turning an ugly pur- 
ple-black. The stench of burning flesh 
which hung in the air was completely 
unnoticed by Moonshine, so great 
was his agony. The vat of white-hot 
lead into which he had accidentally 
plunged his hand, continued to sizzle 
. . . but the sound was drowned out 
now by Moonshine's piercing roars 
of pain. 

A minute of searing torture passed, 
before the agony began to subside 
slightly. Looking, then, at the ruins of 
his right hand, on which the destroy- 
ed flesh was already beginning to 
slither off like the dead flesh of a rat- 
tlesnake, Moonshine knew he would 
never again be able to use the limb. 

"Of all the lousy luck!" Moonshine 
whimpered, biting his lip to keep 
back the hot tears. "Now I'll never be 
able to fire my gun and get me a 
bunch of revenuers like paw did! All 
my preparations .'. . gone plumb to 
waste!” 



FULL COLOR 

Containing the complete 
story of the Life of Christ 
and Peter and Paul and 
the founding of the Early 
Christian Church. Included 
are maps showing Palestine 
at the time of Jesus and 
chronological indexes of 
principal events and Scrip- 
ture references to episodes 
illustrated. 


Here under one cover, m 
full color continuity, re- 
edited and arranged in 
chronological order, are all 
the stories of the Old Tes- 
tament heroes from the 
four issues of the magazine. 
Printed ' in four colors 
throughout and bound 
with brightly varnished 
heavy board covers. 
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Hee, hee! It's sweeping the country! Our HORROR HIT 
PARADE has become a CREEPY CRAZE! Dig the latest 
JITTER-BLOOD tunes from Nelson Bridwell of Okla- 
homa City, Pat Patrick and Bruce Hamilton of Lubbock, 
Texas, Paul Hass of Omaha, Neb., Ralph Monti of 
Who Knows, Where?, George Stokes of Miami, Okla., 
Dennis Bartenback of Ocean Springs, Miss., and Elsie 
Friend of Yreka, Cal. : 


1 CAN'T BEGIN TO SMELL YOU 
I SAW MAGGOTS EATING SANTA CLAUS 
WHY DON'T YOU BEREAVE ME 
(IT'S YOU I ABHOR!) 

LET ME MAUL YOU, SWEETHEART 
I POURED YOU LAST NIGHT 

(AND GOT THAT MOLD FEELING) 

DON'T LET HOT TAR GET IN YOUR EYES 
OPEN MY SORE, RICHARD 
SMELL ME. I'M GORY 

SOAK LONG, IT'S BEEN GOOD TO GNAW YA 
THE MAN WHO BROKE MY BACK AT 
MONTE CARLO 

I'M GETTING SEDIMENT AL UNDERGROUND 
DOIN’ WHAT COMES SUPERNATURALLY 
SHE WEARS LEAD FETTERS 


GREAT AMPUTATIONS 
THE DECLINE AND FALL OF THE ROMAN 
VAMPIRE 
SILAS MOURNER 
JULIUS! SEIZE HER ! 

UNDER TWO HAGS 
A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S SCREAM 
THE MAUL OF THE CHILD 
GROAN WITH THE WIND 
THE READERS DISSECT 
DAVID COPPERHEAD 
THE POISONER OF BRENDA 
TOM BROWN'S GHOUL DAYS 
GREAT EXPECTORATIONS 
THE GORE-SICKENED BROTHERS 
THE MERCHANT OF MENACE 
THE MAIMING OF THE SHREW 


r 


I LOATHE LUCY 
BREAK THE BACK 
ALL-SCAR REVIEW 


MY FIEND IRMA 
STRIKE IT. WITCH 
BRIDE AND GLOOM 
TROUBLE OR NOTHING 
MILTON'S BOILED 

ARTHUR GOT FREE FROM HIS FIENDS 

MAN AGAINST SLIME 

WHAT'S MY CRIME 

YOU GASSED FOR IT 

CHEW FOR THE MONEY 

THE GEORGE BURNED GRACIE ALLEN SHOW 


And now some reactions to the "E.C. Classic," re- 
printed in H.F. No. 20 . . . 


Dear Old Crone, 

I think y our dipping back into the past to bring us 
classic E.C. yarns is a wonderful idea. This is a great 
break lor the recent E.C. fan. 

Wayne Fonton 
Hollis, L. I. 


And here are some examples of GORY STORIES to 
add to your LURID LITERATURE LIBRARY, contributed 
by Nelson Bridwell (again that boy!), Putrid Pete, 
Slimy Sam, and Gory George of Heaven Only Knows, 
Where?, Keith Gentzler of Spring Grove, Pa., and Carl 
Shapiro of Joisey City: 


. . . 1 congratulate you for printing a horror yarn from 
the past. I'm looking forward to seeing many more E.C. 
Classics in lulure issues. ^ 

Flushing, N. Y. 


. . .You gorgeous doll! You Santa Claus! I love you, 
love you, love you! Please more old stories like "Terror 
Train- in H.F. No. 20. De/ray Green 4 

Juanita Wellons 
Muncie, lnd. 


. . .You guys must really be in tough shape! By re- 
printing that old story, you reached the ultimate low in 
comics. You were real cute about it though. You made 
it look as if you were doing us fans a big favor. 

Ed Spiegel 
Troy, N. Y. 


. . . I think you're degrading yourself by selling re- 
prints in a first edition mag. 

Richard S. Coombs 
Augusta, Maine 


NEW DEPARTMENT DEPT.: PULSATING POGROMS 
from your T.V. SCREAM and your AM-FM LOUD- 
SHRIEKER, suggested by Allen Mozier and Nigel Cadell 
of Newberryport, Mass., Jack Demcak of Lansford, Pa., 
and Nelson Bridwell (oh, really!) : 


Oh well, ya can't please everybody! But for you fans 
who ARE pleased, the E.C. FAN ADDICT CLUB is 
waiting for your two bits! See the inside front cover 
of this mag for info and coupon! And we have a very 
limited supply (7,255,008 copies) left of E.C/s big, 128 
page horror anthology ... the 1953 edition of TAtES 
OF TERROR, containing reprints of past follies . . . yours 
for another two bits! And then there are subscriptions 
... six issues for 75c! And there there is the address 
for T. of T. orders, sub orders, and more little gems 
from your creative craniums: 

The Old Witch 
Room 706, Dept. 22 
225 Lafayette Street 
N.Y.C. 12, N.Y. 




THE OLD Ul ITCH'S 



HEE.HEE f I SEE THAT G.K. IN HIS LAST MAG (T.C.4fc39) DIO SOME RESEARCH AND 
CAME UP WITH THE TRUE FACTS BEHIND THE SLEEPING BEAUTY LEGEND. WELL HERE'S 
YOUR OLD WITCH'S GRIM FAIRY TALE ...THE NEAL STORY OF. . . 


SNOW WHITE 


SEVEN DWARFS 


In HER PALACE BEDROOM, THE WICKED VAIN QUEEN STOOD BEFORE HER 297 SO. INCH. MAGIC MIRROR T.V. SE£.. 


I USED TO THINK THAT YOU WERE, SWEETIE' 
BUT NOW SNOW WHITE HAS GOT YOU BEATY £ 


MIRROR, MIRROR, ON THE WALL... ^ 
WHO'S THE FAIREST OF THEM ALL? 


OfcirToDS cHiuajfjGgL 





A QUICK PHONE CAU> AND, . ■ - _ 

/ YOU SENT FOR A~T NOBODY CRAMPS MY 

MESSENGER, fair j style 'round THIS joint/ 
Jcr queen? NOBODY f HERE, BOY f 

DELIVER THIS ERASURE ^ 
NOTICE TO THE ROYAL S 
AXEMAN. AND MAKE IT M 
J&mSNAPPY' 


I'M HO BEAUTY EXPERT, 
HONEY, BUT WHAT SNOW 
/ui rr'c /?/jr vnu n au't 


THE AN6RY QUEEN TURNED PURPLE WITH RAGE... 


SNOW WHITE f? THE 
PRINCESS'? SHE IS 
FAIRER THAN I ? v 




In the spotless palace bau.room.the beautiful 

SNOW WHITE SANG MERRILY AS SHE SWEPT.. 


WHO 'PSSTS ‘ ME FROM BEHIND \ PRINCESS SNOW 
THE COLUMN? OH, IT IS YOU, J WHITE' I HAVE 
ROYAL AXEMAN. CAN'T YOU SEE J JUST RECEIVED A 
I'M BUSY CLEANING? y—Y MESSAGE from the 

— 7 ( QUEEN. SHE HAS 

J ORDERED ME TO CHOP 

dttk OFF YOUR HEAD. Y 


PRINCESS 
SNOW WHITE? 
PSSTf PRINCESS 
TSNOW WHITE.. 


someday, my prince will co » e 

sOuEoAY, l' LL FIND THE BUM. 


POOR MAMA' ) SHE IS JEALOUS 
POOR CRAZY OF YOUR BEAUTY, 
MIXED -UP \ OH, LOVELY SNOW 
QUEEN f WHY- ( WHITE. PLEASE / 
FORE DO YOU -STAKE MY ADVICE f 
THINK SHE WANTS W BLOW' -w. 
YOU TO DO THAT ?ffiSS&g0\ p - — 


HOW CLEVER, \ LOOK, PRINCESS' 
ROYAL AXEMAN. J I GOT NO AXE ^ 
WHEN I BLOW, "S TO GRIND FOR 
I BLOW ALL THE 1 YOU / WHY DON'T 
HORRIBLE DUST \ YOU SCRAM?.' 
AWAY' CAN'T J RUNAWAY... ~ 
STAND DUST.' J INTO THE IMPEN- 
X^T ETRA - IMPENETRA... 

/; (the thick forest.' 


THEN I'LL HAVE 
TO CHOP. ..OFF... 
YOUR... HEAD' 


AND IF I 

DON'T'? 


I AM OFF, OH, AXEMAN. THANK 
YOU FOR SPARING MY L/FE. IF I 
CAN EWER... HEY.' NOT UNDER 
THE RUG f 


GO, ALREADY. 



UR 


. \ \rampt \ 




'MzjSpY 
wjmjkx j 


aivs^al 

J; ;'//£ 

*jSm Maty ~ 


f {» 









And so, luscious snow white ran away into the 
IMPENETRA. 


While, back at the palace, the vain wicked queen 

TUNED IN CHANNEL 14... 


THE THICK FOREST, SINGING. 


MIRROR, MIRROR, 
ON THE WALL, c 
NOW WHO'S : 
FAIREST OF yg 
THEM ALL? Jv 


SNOW WHITE, LADY.' SHE'S 
ST/LL CLICKIN'.' THE SOFT- 
HEARTED AXEMAN WENT AND - 
Of TURNED CHICKEN.' 


WH, S p £ l0 VE Yo U . .' . 4W® 

• • And the reST ° f JKe goo. 



THIS'LL 


The livid oueen summoned the 


LIAR' LIAR' 


SO she LOOKS 
GOOD EVEN 
WITHOUT A 
1 HEADf SO 
1 SUE,, MEf V 


MY MAGIC MIRROR J 
SET WITH THE -< 
SYNCHRO-LOCK l 
RECTIFYING TURRET- 
TUNER TOLD ME 

SNOW WHITE 
STILL IS J 
FAIREST' j 


you LET HER 
GETAWAY' A 
OFF WITH 

YOUR HEAD / 


BE THE 
NEATEST 
TRICK OF 
THE WEEK.' 


AXEMAN 


DID YOU CHOP j SUCH A 
OFF HER HEAD? QUESTION.' Of 
AN SWER ME.'] COURSE.' I 

KNOW MY JOB.' I’M 
SjPP^jTl A TWENTY EAR 

MAN' «bkb 


Meanwhile, gorgeous snow white came upon a 1 

RUN-DOWN HOUSE DEEP IN THE IMPENETRA. .DEEP IN| 
THE IMPENETRA ...DEEP IN THE THICK FOREST... 


oh, what A MISERABLE 
LITTLE HOVEL .' G.I. 

71 BILL. NO DOUBT... _ 


I WILL OPEN THE 
MISERABLE L/TTLE 
^3 DOOR... 



After snow white dug herself out from 

UNDER THE PILE OF JUNK, SHE WENT INS I DE 


ONE, TWO, THREE, FOUR, FIVE, SlX.SEVENf 
SEVEN LITTLE BEDS, why TH/S must 
BE THE HOUSE OF THE SEVEN L/TTLEh 
DWARFS. PERHAPS IF I CLEANED UP V 
THE PLACE, THEY'D LET ME STAY. . . tO 


OH, DEAR. WHAT A MESS. THINGS 
SCATTERED EVERYWHERE. DUST 
COVERING EVERYTHING. WINDOWS 
FILTHY. BEDS UNMADE. BEDS'? 


While deeper into the forest, seven little 


So snow white set to work with pail and mop 

AND DUST CLOTH AND ELECTROLUX, SINGING.. , 


DWARFS WORKED IN THEIR LITTLE URANIUM MINE 
SINGI NG...V 7 ^ 


T/ME TO 
QU/Tf I 


TIME S HI 
TO QUIT' I HO. r 


BCalM- 


IT'S GREAT t0 
H'N'NG U-235. 


jisT 

ho pc °ne' u 


while roJ 

W/mkJSL 


The seven little dwarfs started home, singing their homeward- bouno marching song 

SOURPUSS THEN, OENTIST_.. FOLLOWED BY SHYLY COUGHY TIRED CRAZY ANI 


we work 
All DAY- 


/ T'S HONE 

from work 
fleet 





When the seven little owarfs arrived at their 



ONCE MISERABLE LITTLE HOVEL, THEY FOUND 


THE C 
WINDOWS \ 
ARE CLEAN. F 


THE BEDS S THE ^ OUR E.C.f GOOL 
ARE MADE.') CLOTHES I COMICS / LORD: 
PUT < STACKED Sjjgkji 
A WAT.' NEATLY.' 



LOOK.' ON 
THE BED' 


\ A BEAU- 

\ASUEPf ) WHO 

| SO 

l TIFUL 

■ %inr W CAN 

WHO 

r GIRL? 

Wl SHE 

ELSE?' 


HHM ^ BE? 




UH-HUH.' i'm ) IT / AND YOU 
THE PRINCESS ) FIG- \WANT TO r 
SNOW WHITE.' j URES/f STAY ( 

aarTH / — ~r THE here v 
S jg^f ( queen f with us? 
tetfL \ TRIED T0 ^7 ^ rr- j 

Hi HAVE Y0U \ / 

■ erased, eh? ) 


HO HUM' 

OH. . . ■« 

HELLO.. 


\ DID YOU 
MAKE OUR , 
BEDS ~ , 


OH PLEASE' / OKAY.') SO 
PLEASE LET ME \ OKA Y.' [ST AY/ 
STAY f I'LL 
FOR YOU ... AND SEW 
FOR YOU AND HMAI 

CLEAN ...and... 


DID YOU DID \ 
) WASH ) YOU I 
1 AWAY J DUST L 
- THE \ THE 
DISHES? JPLACE? 


So THAT'S HOW SNOW WHITE CAME TO LIVE IN THE HOUSE OF THE SEVEN LITTLE DWARFS. 
FERENCE HER PRESENCE MADE. THE LITTLE MEN LEARNED A NEW WAY OF LIFE... 


NOW ...ISN'T 
THAT BETTER ! 


NOW, LUMPY f YOU 
DIDN'T WASH UP 
FOR DINNER.. • 


NOW, DENTIST f W 
YOU DIDN'T BRUSH Fj 
■ YOUR TEETH / 


^ NOW, STUPID. 1 

YOU DIDN'T HANG 
UP YOUR CLOTHES ' 


NOW, CRAZY. 

'OU DIDN'T WIPE 
THE DISHES ' 


Every day, as the little men would tramp off 

TO WORK ALL STARCHED AND NEAT AND CLEAN.THEYb 
WARN. 

GOOD-BYE, \ TAKE CARE.') BEWARE OF 
SNOW WHITE' V \ f THE WICKED 


One day snow white opened the little door in 

ANSWER TO A SOFT KNOCK... 


DON'T BE FRIGHTENED, YOUNG 
LADY.' I'M JUST AN OLD BEGGAR 
'.ADY SELLING APPLES f 



Foolishly, snow white took one 

OF THE OLD CRONE'S APPLES. SHE 
3 1 T INTO IT. . . 




SO THE SEVEN LITTLE DWARFS STORMED BACK INTO THEIR SPOTLESS LITTLE HOUSE AND PROCEEDED TO TURN IT 
INTO A MISERABLE HOVEL AGAIN ... - 


WE'RE FINALLY 
RID OF HER' 


EVER SEE SUCH 
A FIEND FOR 
NEATNESS ?/ 


~ WELL, ) 
THANK ■ 
GOODNESSf 


BE COMFORTABLE 
’ ONCE MORE' >r r7t 



HEH.HEH. GREETINGS, GHOULS/ THIS IS YOUR HOST IN HOWLS, YOUR GRUESOME GUIDE THROUGH THE 
CRYPT OF TERROR, THE CRYPT-KEEPER, READY TO SET sail on another VICIOUS VOYAGE INTO VILE 
VISAGES. SO HERE GOES WITH SIDNEY'S OWN TALE, TOLD IN HIS V&RY OWN WAILING WORDS . SIDNEY 
CALLS I T ... f—*~\ rr 1 XV-N r K, 1 ^ f-Tr— r— -~V— s. v / 


I STAND ON THE FLAGSTONE PATIO OUTSIDE HIS 
PALATIAL MANSION, STARING IN AT MY RICH OLD UNCLE 
SITTING ALONE IN HIS LIBRARY, AND I KNOW WHAT I 
MUST DO. I CANNOT WAIT ANY LONGER. I AM IN TOO 
DEEP. I NEED MONEY BADLY. AND, SINCE I AM UNCLE'S 
ONLY LIVING RELATIVE AND SOLE HEIR TO H I S FORTUNE; 
THE ONLY WAY I CAN GET MONEY, NOW, IMMEDIATELY, 

IS TO KILL HJM, SO I PUSH OPEN THE FRENCH POORS.- 


HUH ? WHO... 
WHO'S THERE? 


T'S ME, UNCLE... YOUR 
NEPHEW, SIDNEY/ 


Uncle studies me for a moment, then turns back 

TO HIS WORK.. . TO HIS SHIP MODEL .. .SMILING. .. 


COME TO ASK FOR MONEY AGAIN, 
SIDNEY? WELL, YOU'LL NOT GET IT... 
NOT ONE RED CENT, i'm SICK 
AND TIRED OF YOU PHILANDERING. 


r CAME TO 
GET IT.4ZZ. 
THIS TIME, 

. UNCLE... 





Uncle's hands begin to shake so 

THAT HE DROPS THE TINY MIZZEN 
MAST HE HOLDS WITH THE LONG 
SLENDER TWEEZERS... 


He turns to me, and there is 

A FEAR IN HIS OLD EYES... THE 
FEAR OF A MAN WHO HAS SUD- 
DENLY REALIZED THAT HE IS FACE 
TO FACE WITH DEATH. I MOVE 
TO WARD HI M ... | ^==^=^2^^— 


His jaw drops open and he 

STARTS TO CRY OUT. I CLAP MY 
HAND OVER HIS MOUTH. ..HIS NOSE. 


CUTTING OFfr HIS AIR 


YOU'LL GET IT ALL, 
SIDNEY... WHEN X'M 
DEAD' BUT NOT ONE 
MINUTE BEFORE. . . a 


I KNOW, 

UNCLE... 


DON'T STRUGGLE, 
UNCLE. IT WILL ALL 

BE OVER IN A 

MOMENT.. 


OH, WOULDN'T 
I , UNCLE...? 


YOU WOULDN'T.. 


I WATCH AS UNCLE'S FACE TURNS RED. ..THEN BLUE... 
AND HIS EYES FAIRLY POP FROM HIS HEAD AS THE LAST 
DROP OF OXYGEN IN HIS B LO ODST RE AM IS AB SORB ED- 
SUFFOCAT/oV CAN LOOK SO MUCH 
LIKE A HEART ATTACK, UNCLE' ONE Y 
CAN RARELY TEL*r THE DIFFERENCE.. jf\ jj 
ESPEC/ALLY IN AN AGED PERSON. Rtf. 


Uncle stiffens as his life ebbs and dissolves. 

AS HE DIES, HE SWINGS HIS ARMS BEFORE HIM, SWEEP- 
ING THE BOTTLE CONTAINING THE SHIP MODEL HE'D 
BEEN WORKING ON FROM HI S DESK... 


DRAT IT. 


The bottle smashes into a thousand jagged frag- 


I RELEASE MY UNCLE'S LIFELESS BODY, AND I DART 
FROM THE LIBRARY, OUT OF THE FRENCH DOORS, CLOSING 
THEM BEHIND ME. FROM A SAFE HIDING-PLACE AMONG 
THE BUSHES BEYOND THE PATIO, I WATCH THE SERVANT 
ENTER AND STAND DUMBFOUNDED AS HE VIEWS UNCLE'S 
CORPSE...- rjwjWiflipEg^f^^ 


MENTS WITH A SPLITTING CRASH AND THE TINY SHIP 
SPLINTERS INTO A SMALL PILE OF STRING AND 
TOOTHPICKS AND BALSA WOOD... ----- 

THAT'S SURE TO BRING THE SERVANTS. 
I'VE GOT TO GET OUT OF HERE. 





A FEW DAYS LATER, AT THE LAWYER'S OFFICE, MY 
LATE UNCLE'S WILL IS READ AND I LISTEN TO THE 
; WORDS THAT MAKE ME A WEALTHY MAN,.. 


UnCLE'D MADE HIS FORTUNE WITH SHIPS. HE’D STARTED] 
AS A SAILOR, WORKED HIS WAY UP TO SHIP'S CAPTAIN, 

AND EVENTUALLY BOUGHT HIS OWN FREIGHTER. FROM 
THERE, A WHOLE SHIPPING LINE HAD GROWN. WHEN UNCLE 
RETIRED, HE'D SOLD EVERYTHING. BUT HE NEVER COULD 
FORGET THE SEA ENTIRELY. L REMEMBER, AS A BOY, HIS I 
TELLING ME STORIES OF HIS SEA ADVENTURES... 


...AND SO, TO MY NEPHEW SIDNEY, I LEAVE 
MY ENTIRE ESTATE, SAVE THOSE POSSESSIONS 
THAT ARE NEAR AND DEAR TO ME. ..MY OLD SEA 
CAPTAIN'S UNIFORM AND MY COLLECTION OF 
SHIPS-/N- BOTTLES. THESE, I REQUEST, BE 
-a INTERRED WITH my BONES... 


SHE WAS THE SWEETEST FOUR- 
MASTER THAT EVER SAILED 
-7 THE SEA, SIDNEY. 


W AND THIS IS 
WHAT SHE LOOKED 
LIKE, UNCLE? S 


But i d/D care, x remember 

STEALING TO THE LIBRARY ONE 
NIGHT AND WATCHING, FASCINATED, 
AS UNCLE CAREFULLY FITTED THE 
TINY SECTIONS OF HIS SHIP MODELS 
IN THROUGH THE NARROW NECK OF 
THE BOT TLE AND GLUED THEM INT O 
PLACE- 


HEH, HEH. THAT'S V AW , I DON'f\ 
A SECRET, BOY.' ) CARE, ANYWAY/, 
s. A SECRET. -fihsTBTfct 


YEP, SIONEY. THAT'S ) HOW'D YOU \ 
HER ... EVERY SPAR J GET IT IN 
AND LANYARD . MADE \ THE BOTTL E. 
THAT MODEL MYSELE. 1 UNCLE? / 


ANO AS I GREW INTO MATURITY, AND I DISCOVERED 
HOBBIES OF MY OWN. ..CARS, AND WOMEN, AND HORSE 
RACES... THINGS THAT REQUIRED MONEY... I REMEMBER 
COMING TO MY UNCLE, AND BEGGING FOR A HANDOUT, ANI 
HIM WORKING ON THOSE MISERABLE SHIP MODELS- 


But now all that is over, i will never have to 

BEG FOR ANOTHER CENT. IT IS ALL MINE. ..EVERYTHING, 
THE LAWYER, READING THE WILL, TELLS ME THAT... 


...AND THAT I BE PLACED IN THE 
MAUSOLEUM X HAVE BUILT FOR 
MYSELF IN FAIRHAVEN CEMETERY, 
ALONG WITH THESE NEAR AND 
^ DEAR POSSESSIONS— i 't 


GOOD I 
RIDDANCE — 


UNCLE, I. 


SH-H-H-H' NOT NOW ■ 


THIS IS A TICKLISH PART. 



The funeral is a simple affair, r have seen to that. 

AFTER ALL. WHY WASTE MONEY ON THE DEAD OLD GOAT. BUT 
I HAVE TO KEEP MYSELF FROM LAUGHING, AS THE SERVANTS 
FILE INTO THE MAUSOLEUM AND PLACE HIS STUPID SHIP- 



...AND DRAPE HIS MOTH-EATEN OLD UNIFORM 
AND CAP OVER THE SILENT SOMBER COFFIN... 



AS SOON AS MY LATE UNCLE'S AFFAIRS ARE PUT IN ORDER AND HIS ESTATE IS TURNED OVER TO ME, I GO ON A 
WILD SPENDING BINGE. ..NO HOLDS BARRED. I GET RID OF ALL MY INHIBITIONS IN ONE MAD CONTINUOUS SPREE OF 
WINE, WOMEN, AND SONG... 


One NIGHT, RETURNING HOME FROM MY LATEST FUN- 


A FIGURE STANOS BEFORE ME, SILHOUETTED IN THE 


SEEKING ESCAPADE, I FIND MYSELF DOWN BY THE WATER- 
FRONT, A LITTLE HIGH, WALKING DOWN A DESERTED, 
WINDING, FOG- BLANKETED, COBBLE-STONED STREET. 

AS I STAGGER ALONG, I HEAR A VOICE. 

SIDNEY/ I'VE BEEN LOOKING 


HAZY LIGHT FROM A DISTANT STREET LAMP... A FIGURE 
IN A SEA-CAPTAIN'S UNIFORM... 


COME, SIDNEY f I NEED A 
CREW. MY SHIP IS WAITING. 
^ COME... 


HUH? 




I TRY TO PEER INTO THE GLOOM,TO 
MAKE OUT THE FEATURES OF THE 
STOOPED FIGURE STANDING BEFORE 
ME, BUT THE LIQUOR I HAVE CON- 
SUMED DULLS MY SENSES... 


HE COMES TOWARD ME, SHAMBLING 
OVER THE COBBLESTONES. SUDDENLY 
AN ICY FEAR GRIPS MY HEART.THERE 
IS SOMETHING FAMILIAR ABOUT 
THAT FIG URE. HIS WALK, HIS 
VOICE... I^^SWP - r ~~ 


I BEGIN TO RUN. I AM TERRORIZED. 
MY HEART BEATS IN MY CHEST LIKE 
A TRIP HAMMER RUN WILD. HE STUM- 
BLES AFTER ME... 


not MO f STAY 
AWAY... 


WE MUST HURRY, 
^ SIDNEY.' •wry' 


T KEEP 
AWAY FROM 
ME/ KEEP 
3 AWAY. 


DON’T YOU 
KNOW, SIDNEY? 


WHO. ..WHO 
ARE 'f 00? 


He IS ALMOST UPON ME. 


I RUN THROUGH THE DESERTED WATERFRONT ALLEYS, 
THE PERSPIRATION POURING FROM MY FACE. BUT NO 
MATTER HOW FAST I RUN, THE SHUFFLING FIGURE 
BEHIND GAINS ON ME. AND THEN, S U DDENLY, THE 
ROAD ENDS. I HAVE RUN OUT ONTO A PIER... 


I STAND, FROZEN, BENEATH 
AND ‘THEN I SMELL 


THE DIM LAMP AT THE PIER'S END 
IT... THE ODOR. ..THE ODOR OF DRIFTWOOD AND ROTTING 
SEAWEED. ..THE VILE AND NAUSEATING STENCH OF DECAY.. 


OUR SHIP IS WAITING, 
M SIDNEY / - 


OH, LORD.. 



He reaches out TO me, AND I INHALE the FOUL- 


NESS OF HIS AURA, THE PUTRID REEK OF HIS FETOR. 
[AND THEN THE LIGHT ABOVE US FALLS UPON HIS FACE. 


CHOKE ..UNCLE. 



The fog closes in about me...first grey, then black... 
AND I SLIP INTO THE MERCIFUL ESCAPE OF UNCONSCIOUS- 
NESS, FALLING TO THE ROTTED BRINE- IMPREGNATED PIER 



HE SOUND OF THE SEA AWAKENS ME. 


IT IS A HOLLOW 
ROARING SOUND, LIKE THE SOUND YOU HEAR WHEN YOU 
PLACE A SEA SHELL TO YOUR EAR. I STIR, SIT UP, AND 
LOOK ABOUT ME... [ jijr iw l i 1 1 | j| m I m i jJTT 


IHE SKY ABOVE ME AS BLACK AS TAR, AND AN INK^ 
GREEN SEA, CALM AND STILL, STRETCHES AWAY TOWARD 

IT. J STAND ON THE DECK AND I CALL... |' | 

V YOU'VE GOT TO TAKE ME BACK ! HELP ME... 
SOMEBODY. YOU'VE GOT TO TAKE ME BACK TO MM 

LAND/ i’ll PAY... I'll PAY ANYTHING f JB&kS 


GOOD LORD f I'M ON 
A SHIP' 


II LISTEN. NO SOUND. ONLY THE EMPTY FAR AWAY ROAI 
ECHOING. I STAGGER ACROSS THE DECK TO THE CABIN 
1 DOOR, SCREAMING. ..[■f ' ~ 1 


I PULL AT THE DOOR LATCH. THE DOOR STICKS FAST. 

| AND THEN I SEE THAT IT'S NO DOOR AT ALL, BUT MERELY 

[A DOOR PAINTED ON THE CABIN WALL... f p 

IT WHAT /S THIS? WHAT KIND OF SHIP IS THIS ? 


ANYBODY ON BOARD 
ANYBODY? 


And then x realize that they 


I AM ALONE... ALONE ON A 
PER EL ICT SHIP. . . A S H I P FLOAT- 
ING IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE... 
WITH FAKE CABINS AND PAINTED 
PORT HOLES AND DUMMY DOORS. 
k OH, GOD... SAVE ME.' 


PEER INTO THE BLACK PORTHOLES. 


ARE MERELY BLACK CIRCLES 
PAINTED TO RESEMBLE PORTHOLES. 


GOOD LORD 7 




THE HORIZON / IT'S ONLY A 
SHORT DISTANCE AWAY.' 


AND I REACH THE WALL. ..THE WALL 


... I DASH MADLY ACROSS THE 
SOLID SEA, STAMPING OVER THE 
FROZEN WAVES ..... 

IT CAN'T BE... j d 


OF GLASS THAT RISES UPWARD 
AROUND AND OVER MY DERELICT 
SHIP AND DOWN TO THE DISTANT 
OPPOSITE HORIZON... 


OH, LORD' 


CHOKE. 


MY CRIES OF ANGUISH DRIFT INTO THE NIGHT, AND 
THEIR ECHOES COME BACK, TAUNTING, LAUGHING AT 
ME. FRANTICALLY, I PEER OUT ACROSS THE STILL 
SEA TO THE GLOW IN THE EAST THAT IS THE COMING 


DAWN... [p i 


DAYLIGHT' PERHAPS 
' PERHAPS... 


And then i see that the ocean selow me does 

NOT MOVE. ITS CALM SWELLS HANG FROZEN, PARALYZED, . 
A MOTIONLESS MASS THAT STRETCHES AWAY SI LENT LY TO 
THE...THE... 


GLASS/ IT'S GLASS f 


,1 STARE OUTOF MY BOTTLE PRISON AT THE DISTANT COFFIN LOOMING 
IN THE DAWN LIGHT FILTERING THROUGH THE MAUSOLEUM WINDOW. AND 
I SEE THE STILL-DAMP CAPTAIN'S UNIFORM DRAPED UPON IT... STILL 
OAMP FROM THE FOG OF THE NIGHT BEFORE. AND I KNOW THAT I AM 
DOOMED. ..DOOMED TO SPEND ETERNITY ON THE DECKS OF THIS SHAM 
VESSEL. -THIS SHIP-IN -A-BOTTLE FOREVER LOCKED BESIDE ITS MAKER’S 


HEH.HEH. WELL, HIDIOTS/TWKX ABOUT 
CORKS UP O.W.'S MORBID MESS-MAG 
FOR THIS ISSUE. WE'LL ALL SEE YOU 
NEXT IN MY HUMBLE HORROR HEDITION 
OF TALES PROM THE CRYPT. IN THE 
MEANTIME, IF YOU WANT TO MEET MORE 
E/ENDS LIKE YOURSELF, CORRESPOND 
with OTHER CREEPS, WEAR P/NS AND 
PATCHES, CARRY IDENTIFICATION 
CARDS, FRAME CERTIFICATES, AND 
GENERALLY ACT 
THE FOOL, THEN 
JOIN THE EC. FAN- 
ADDICT CLUB / 

IF YOU WANT TO 
REMAIN REASONABLY 
SANE, DON'T 


Suddenly my blood freezes, i 

SWING DOWN THE SHIP'S SIDE, BURN- 
ING MY HANDS AS I SLIDE DOWN THE 
HEAVY. ROPE 
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